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" Douglas! Douglas!" murmured the Queen, " did I not tell thee?"
" And what was my reply, Madame ? that it is the duty and the glory of every faithful subject of your Majesty to die for you."
"Then die/' cried his brother, rushing upon his brother with uplifted sword; George leaped back, drew, his own weapon, and, with a movement swift as thought and instinct with hate, stood on the defensive. But Mary Stuart instantly threw herself between them.
" Not one step farther," she said to the elder brother; " put back your sword in its scabbard, George," she added, " or make use of it to make your escape from this place against any but your brother. I still have need of your life, so look well to it."
" My life is at your service, Madame, as are my arm and my honor, and since you so command, I will preserve it for you."
With that he darted to the door with a resolute bearing which forbade any interference with his motions.
" Back!" he cried to the servants who barred his passage; " room for the young Lord of Douglas, or your blood will be on your own heads!"
"Stop him!" cried "William; "seize him, dead or alive 1 fire on him! shoot him like a dog!"
Two or three of the soldiers, afraid to disobey, made a pretense of pursuing George. A shot or two was heard without ,the castle and a voice cried out that he had jumped into the lake.
" Has he escaped ?" cried William.
Mary breathed freely once more, and the old lady raised her arms appealingly to heaven.
" Yes, yes/' William muttered; " yes, thank heaven for your son's flight, for it brings lasting disgrace upon